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"I told you, I'm hurrying Kel. I'm like, twenty minutes away. I'll be there as soon as | can" Ella sighed into her 
cell phone, pressing the gas pedal slightly harder with her foot to zip through the heavily wooded back roads. 


"No | was at my meeting late.. | don't know, it was wicked stupid I'll tell you about it when | get there." The car 


wheels screeched on a sharp curve and she bit her bottom lip, easing on the brakes. 


"Jesus Kel, I'll be there soon | gotta drive.. Okay bye." She snapped the phone shut and tossed it onto the 
passenger seat. Ella ran a hand through her hair and slowed down, more aware of the dark road and the fact 
that the rain wasn't helping matters. Her nails tapped nervously on the curve of the steering wheel and she 
took a deep breath. The road was practically abandoned since it was so late at night. She tried to remember 
why she decided on back roads to get into the city rather than take the highway when she saw the tail end of 


a car sticking out of the trees ahead. 


"Oh my god," she whispered and slowed down, pulling off to the side. Ella put the car carefully in park, leaving 
the motor running and hazard lights flashing and opened her door, stepping out and looking around. Her 
headlights illuminated the black Mustang, smoke seeping out from underneath it, metal creaking. She gripped 
her cell phone in her hand and slowly walked from the edge of the pavement onto the grass, leaning over and 
seeing the front end of the car crushed into a tree, smoke pouring from under the crinkled hood, a sharp 


smell heavily clinging to the air. 
"Shit," she mouthed to herself, tucking her hair behind her ear. She stepped closer, flipping open her cell phone 
and using it as a dim flashlight to peer inside the car. She could make out a figure in the driver's seat, the 


body twisted and their head on the passenger seat. 


Ella tried to open the door, her heart beating in her chest, coughing from the smoke that encompassed her 
now. She had to try to get the person out, who knew how long it would take for an ambulance to get here. She 


knocked on the window, hoping the person would move, show some sort of sign that they were okay. 

"Help..." a voice barely squeaked from inside. 

"Oh god." She panicked when the door handle would not budge, most of the door smashed in from the collision. 
She ran around the back of the car and opened the passenger side door. The light overhead went on, and Ella's 
hands went to her mouth. He was still buckled in, glass had shattered over the entire interior of the car, and 
he was bleeding badly from his head. One eye slowly opened, and she nodded to him, reaching over to unbuckle 
him. 


‘| gotta get you out, okay?" 


He moaned softly and she looked down. Pulling his blonde hair back to examine the wound on his forehead. He 
flinched slightly, stretching his fingers out in an attempt to move his arm. 


"Does anything feel broken?" Ella carefully ran her hands over his arms, watching to see if he reacted in pain 
" Legs..." he whispered 

"They hurt?" 

"Can't.. Feel ‘em" His eyes widened and she soothingly rubbed his arm. 


‘Its okay, we're gonna get you help. First, | need to get you out of here, the smoke's awful and | gotta make 


sure nothing's gonna happen to this car, okay?" 


He nodded carefully, and she gripped under his arms, digging her heels into the ground, and pulled as hard as 
possible to slide him out of the car. His chin rested against his chest, and Ella slowly got him halfway out of 


the car, being careful of his legs. 


"Okay... How am | gonna do this," she said quietly to herself, holding him up easily as most of his body weight 
was still supported by the seat. She did a mental check of how low the car was to the ground and pulled again, 
gritting her teeth, moving him out of the car enough to lay him down on the ground, his legs still on the car 
seat. 


"You know, you're lucky you're not a big guy," she joked with a small laugh. She stepped over him to carefully 
swing his legs from the car and onto the ground He snorted in a mock laugh softly, moaning when his feet 


touched the ground. 

Ella kneeled down next to him, opening her cell phone and dialing ‘Il. She examined the man before her, explaining 
to the operator where she thought she was and what had happened and the extent of his injuries. He didn't 
move except for deep breaths, his body every once in a while twitching. She listened carefully and hung up her 


phone. 


| need to get you away from this car but | know what to do so don't go anywhere okay?" He smiled slightly, 


not opening his eyes. 

Ella got up and ran over to her car, pulling out the blanket she had thrown in there for Kel's birthday party. 
She laid it out on the ground and slowly but successfully pulled him onto it, dragging the blanket away to a 
safer distance and closer to her car. She collapsed onto the ground, sitting next to him, rubbing his arm again. 
"You're gonna be okay." His hand moved towards her and she gripped his hand in hers and held it tightly. 
"Wha.. What's your name," he whispered, his eyes opening slightly, trying to adjust to her face. 

"Ella" 

‘Like... Cind.. Cinderella?" he said slowly, shifting his jaw and wincing in pain 

"Cute. | haven't heard that one before." Ella knew talking wasn't good for him, his jaw was clearly affected from 
the accident but if it kept him conscious until the paramedics got there then getting him to talk is what she 
would do. 


"What's your name." She smiled, grinning when she saw his blue eyes. 


"Jon" It finally clicked. She knew those eyes and diffidently knew that voice but from the shape he was in and 


the darkness, she wouldn't have known otherwise. 


"What the hell are you doing on the Boston outskirts Jon? Why aren't you in .. In Jersey or something?" He 


laughed once and coughed, eyes closed again as he took a deep breath. 


"Having." he trailed off, his head titling to the side. Ella squeezed his hand and shook her head. 


"No, no, you gotta stay awake.. Come on Jon.. Please wake up," she said with a tone of urgency, tugging on his 
arm and rubbing his chest, trying to get him awake. He coughed again, moaning loudly, curling onto his side as 
well as he could, one hand clutching his stomach. 


"Jon?" 


"Hurts," he groaned and his eyes squeezed shut. Ella looked around, praying the ambulance would find them 


soon. 


| know but you need to stay awake.. You have a bad head wound.. Come on, you gotta keep talking." Jon 
shifted, his hand squeezing hers harder than before. 


"Show." 

"What show." 

"Radio... Boston" Ella nodded, smiling when she saw his eyes open again. She leaned down and ran her fingers 
carefully through his hair, looking down at him. Her fingers paused when she felt the warm, sticky liquid on her 
fingers. She pulled her hand back and looked at the red staining her fingers, biting her bottom lip when she 
looked at him. His eyes screamed of pain that he wasn't verbally expressing, and she took a deep breath. He 
was trying to be brave. 

"They'll be here soon, | promise." He nodded, his body shaking harder. 

"Phone." 


"Phone? My phone?" 


"Car." Jon's tilted back and he clenched his jaw. Ella looked to the car that was still smoking and then back at 


him. 

"Your phone's in the car. Okay, l'll be right back" He let go of her hand and she ran to his car, the passenger 
seat still left open. Sure enough, on the floor was his cell phone. She grabbed it was about to go back to him 
but saw his wallet wedged between the seat and the dashboard. She grabbed it and ran back to him. 

"Okay Jon | got it. l-" 


Sirens filled the quiet night and she grinned, looking down at him, seeing a quick glimmer of hope in his eyes. 


"| promised you, didn't |?" Jon smiled slightly and nodded. The ambulance pulled off to the side near them and a 


paramedic jumped out, kneeling down beside Jon. 


"Miss, what happened?" 


| was driving to a friend's house and saw the car. | pulled over and saw he was stuck inside and got him out." 


The man nodded, listening, while checking Jon over. 

"Sir, can you hear me?" 

Jon nodded, eyes clamped shut as a flashlight was scanned over him. Another EMT wheeled over a long spine 
board on a stretcher. They both talked to each other quickly, looking at his legs before lowering the stretcher 
to the ground. 

"Sir, my name's Jake. Mike and | are gonna take care of you," the first EMT said. 

Ella sat on the ground by Jon's feet, pulling her knees up to her chest. Jon glanced at her. 

‘Its gonna be okay," she whispered. 

"Okay Mike, get the LSB. Sir, we need you to stay still, alright?" Jon swallowed, tightening his grip on her hand. 
"Yeah." 

Ella watched as a long wooden board with straps was placed on the ground beside Jon. Mike crouched down 
behind Jon's head and held it in place while Jake placed a white cervical collar to Jon's neck, securing the velcro 
straps. Mike stayed in place, hands on either side of Jon's head as Jake used straps to secure Jon's knees 
together. 

"Okay sir, I'm gonna bend your knees up now," Jake said as he kept one hand on Jon's knees and used his other 
hand to slide Jon's feet towards his body, bending his knees upwards. Jake straightened Jon's arms then leaned 
across Jon, gripping his shoulder and outer thigh, slowly rolling Jon towards him. Jake reached for the long 
spine board and placed it against Jon's back before lowering him back down. He strapped Jon onto the board and 


Mike finally let go of his head, going to get the stretcher. 


Ella stood up, backing up as the men each grabbed one end of the board and lifted Jon onto the stretcher. She 


followed them as Jon was wheeled away, her hand going to her mouth 

“El.” 

"Right here, Jon. You're gonna be fine. You're gonna be okay" Ella touched his shoulder and he swallowed 
‘She... Come with?" Jon voiced quietly and the paramedics quickly loaded him into the back of the ambulance. 


"She can meet you there, sir.” 


"'No-" 
"IIl follow you guys Jon, okay?" 
"Call... Wife." 


"Okay Jon, I'll call her on the way there.. I'll be right behind you." Jon was loaded in and the doors were shut. 
Ella ran her fingers over the closed doors then hurried into her own car. She dropped his wallet on the 
passenger seat, still holding his phone in her hand. She followed the ambulance closely, heading into the city to 


Mass General. 


"Call his wife," she said aloud as she looked through his contacts on his phone. Home. That would be a good 
guess, right? She wasn't even sure what her name actually was. It began with a "D". Should she try his house 
or try her cell? How the hell was she going to explain this. She decided on house and called, waiting and waiting 


without anyone picking up. She scanned through more names and landed on "Dorothea" 


"I think that's right. Cell it is," Ella said, keeping an eye on the road while dialing the cell phone instead It went 


straight to voicemail. 

"Shit!" She closed the phone, trying to figure out what to do now. Who to call. Jon obviously wanted to call her 
so she could get there. He didn't have anyone there. She looked back through his contacts and tried to decide. 

When she landed on Richie's name she wondered quickly if that was the next best option. Deciding it probably 

was, she called his cell. After a few rings, someone finally picked up. 

"Jon, hey | was meaning to call you. | got this idea that-" 

"Wait - this isn't Jon" 


There was a pause. 


"Well than who the hell is this?" Ella turned the wheel, following the ambulance at a red light as city traffic 
began to pick up. 


"Uh, my name's Ella. I'm from Boston. Jon asked me to call his wife but | can't reach her? He was.. He was in a 
car accident and | found him on a back road and called for help. I'm following him to Mass General right now 
but | didn't know who else to call." 

"Are you serious?" 


"Why would | kid about something like that?" Ella asked, furrowing her brow. 


"Fuck, is he okay?" 


| guess, the paramedics said he should be." Ella remembered seeing him twisted in the car. 
"Oh my god.. Okay. Okay, I'm on my way.. Did he say anything? What happened?" 


"| don't know he barely said anything. He wasn't in good shape when | found him.. His car was wrapped around a 


tree." 

"Jesus Christ.. But he's going to be okay?" 

"I seriously hope so. Listen, I'm so sorry to call you but-" 

"No. Thank you. I'm going to try to find Dot and l'm seriously on my way right now. Tell him that." Ella smiled. 
"Will do." She shut the phone and tossed it into her purse as well as her phone and his wallet. The ambulance 
came to a halt in front of Mass General and she parked in the nearest parking spot. She threw his belongings 
into her purse and got out of the car, shutting the door. She ran to the ambulance as they unloaded the 


stretcher. 


"Jon, | couldn't reach your wife but | called Richie. He's on his way." Ella tried to smile, failing when she saw the 


oxygen mask on his face. 
"l'Il be waiting inside, okay?" 


"Kay," he whispered as he was wheeled inside quickly. Ella watched as the doors slid shut behind them and let 
out the breath she didn't realize she had been holding. 


